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"So this is what my son Augie is reading!" 
said Doggie Daddy, as he picked up a book 
from the table. It was titled Clyde Cosmic— 
Space Age, and on the cover was a picture 
of fearless Clyde menaced by a frightful fire- 
breathing creature. 

“Ho ho!" chuckled Daddy. “I wonder if 
my imaginative offspring really believes this 
stuffl”’ 

He was about to put the book down when 
suddenly he heard a shout behind him. 

“Don't move a muscle, Dear Dad! You are 
in dire danger!" yelled Augie. 

“Huh?” said Dear Dad, whirling around. 

Augie was standing in the doorway, a toy 
Popgun in his hand. At that moment he 
pulled the trigger, and a cork flew out, hit- 
ting Doggie Daddy right on the nose! 

“Quch!"' cried Doggie Daddy. 

“Oh, I'm sorry, Dear Father!" cried Augie. 
“| meant to hit that fire-breathing monster 
that was going to carry you off to Mars or 
someplace.” 

“What .. . 2" began Dad, then caught him- 
self, “Oh, yeah, THAT monster! If you hadn't 
come along and scared him off, I'd sure be 
on my way to Mars or someplace! Thanks a 
lot, my dear courageous son!” 

“That's all right, Precious Pater!" said 
Augie, as he ran outside. “Now | have to go 


and fight off some more interplanetary in- 
vaders who want to take over Earth.” 

“Heh heh!" chuckled Doggie Daddy. 
an imagination that son of mine has! 

He locked out of the window. Augie was in 
the back yard huddled in a barrel, with an 
old pot on his head. 

“Prepare for landing!"’ he shouted. ‘‘Acti- 
vate reverse thrust rockets!" and then, to 
‘some imaginary person at his side, he said, 
“| hope the creatures on this planet are 
friendly, Clyde, but keep your superfrazzle 
ray-gun at the ready!" 

Then Doggie Daddy got an idea, “I think | 
will have a little fun with my imaginative 
young son." 

He got an old lamp shade and painted a 
big green eye on it. Then he put it on his 
head and wrapped a blanket around himself 
and he sneaked out through the back door. 

Augie was busy in his barrel, fighting ‘off 
imaginary creatures with his popgun. 

“Zap! Got you!” he cried. That'll teach 
you space monsters to tangle with us brave 
Earthlings, 

Dad thought this was a good time, so he 
crept around the corner of the house on all 
fours and let out a wild screech, 

“Earthlings, go home!" she shrieked, “or 
be destroyed!" 

Augie swung around. his eyes wide with 
astonishment. "Go back, you monster!"’ he 
cried, “Or I'll ZAP you, too!” 

Augie pulled the trigger of the popgun 
but nothing happened. Then he frantically 
threw away the useless weapon and grabbed 
a stick, Whap! Crack! Augie yielded a vicious 
lop right on his father's lampshade! 

“Like | said,” yelled Augie, ‘that'll teach 
you space monsters to tangle with us Earth- 
lings! Now leave! Scram!"* 

Poor, beat Doggie Daddy made a hasty 
retreat into the house, leaving the field to 
his triumphant son. 

Moments later, Augie came running into 
the house. “Dad! Dear Dad!" he shouted. "I 
just clobbered a real, live space monster! | 
really did! And it wasn't an imaginary mon- 
ster, either!" 

"| believe you, strong armed son of mine,” 
replied Doggie Daddy, rubbing his head. 
Then he said to himself, ‘I only wish this 
bump on my head was imaginary!” 


hat 


Ranna-Barborn THE GRUESOMES 
We, HORRIO KORE 


BAH! CANT YOU MAKE IT ANY 7H/CKER AND STPONGER?, 
YOu'RE VERY HARD 
TO Pi EAR! 


“f WELL, ILL FIX THAT Y 
IN A SWIFT JIFFY! 


TLL REDECORATE | { HEREBY JOLLY-| 
THE LIVING ROOM.. \ KY SOUR SWEETIE! 


B CAN HARDLY 


SEE THE CHANG! 


It THEN AETER HE LL 
CHOPRED-UP THE BIANO, 
He MISSED ATME! 


= KNOW! TILL 
JUST ON ASK WEIRDLY 
TO HELP ME! 


NO! 5 WON'T PLAY 
MA? SCIENTIST 
W!TH You, GoBBY! 


Cy ITA 


ed 


m WELL, TILL JUST HAVE 
‘TO_INVENT SOMETHI 
FIENI iy 


ING CREATIVES 
HERE! 


IN 


hate: 


NONDER 


EY'VE GOT 
ANY KIDS: f 


ac - 


= A GOOD PLAIN 


OAkIE ANY DAY, 


ER...WON'T YOU 
PLAY WITH ME, 


ISNIFFIE THEY WON'T 
EVEN GIVE ME A 
CHANGE ! 


TGH=TCH! THEI 
GOOR OLD "OAKIE" 
CLUBS ARE QUITE 

INADEQUATE 
WEAPONS! 


TUT-TUT, FELLOWS. WATEH A 
OLIVER ONYX! © 


ae 


——— 


BUT WOW WATCH IT'S AKNOTTY PROBLEM 
UN 
f 


OT FOR THE 


WHAT HAPPENS, 
GLY BRUTE! 


FELLOW JUVENILES... 


FROM NOW ON I'LL NEVER 
JUDGE AKID BY THE CLUB 
~ f 


HIS PROSTRATE 
Z00 AND REAP 
LE PROFIT! 


# 


R BRICK BeNTROCK \ 
MAKES_ME SICK THE 


STAND AS|DE 


I WARNE! 
YOU, CHUM 


(BRE We GONG \ 
TO TAKE THIS 
LAYING DOWN? / — -—~ 


ONE OF 
ON MY CRYSTAL BALLI 


KEEP YOUR EYES 
PEELED, MEN! 


S LOOKING YP AND 
ON'T SEE THAT ROOT! 


Wy HAWN... SHEEPY'S 
ACCIDENT. iS.) 
ME AN 10% ” 


af HAHA! I WAS 
WY THE APpLE-oF- 
HISEVE,AND THE 
ROOT OF HIS 
» DOWNFALL! 


DOUBLE 
BE INADA = Pu VICTORY! 
DAYS! YUK! BIG FISHING 


HA HA- HAL TM GOING OUT ON 
GNING UP, BEEFY BA 
BRICK? 


) 
4 A BOAT! 


‘A PADDLE-TAILED 
SWALLOW-PUSS! 
cae jj 


[CIMON....LET'S RUN = 
AROUND "TO THE CLIFF 
SIDE OF THE BAY] oS A 


